
OCTOBER. 


‘‘There are vapours in the sky, 

When the day break opes its eye, 

There are vapours round the sun 
Ere the hastening day is done j 
Yet October pale and sere, 

Thou to me of all the year, 

Now declining to its rest, 

Art the loveliest, sweetest, best $ 

To the spirit’s musing holy, 

Gentle month of melancholy, 

By the noontide let me rove 
Deep within some ancient grove ; 

Where the forky branches spread 
Like a cloister over head, 

Then with often pausing feet 
Let me find some mossy seat, 

Where upon the emerging eye 
Bursts the pomp of earth and sky. 

Heaven in sunset splendour dyed, 

Valley distant, dim and wide, 

Streams that through their verdure break 
Like a winding silver snake ; 

Bays, upon whose azure breast 
Seems the ships in light to rest, 

While some central mountain’s brow. 
Flaming in the western glow, 

Down whose side the autumnal wood 
Sweeps a gold and crimson flood. 
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In its ancient majesty, 

Soars a pillar of the sky.” 

The infinitely varied and ever changing hues of 
the leaves of the trees, melting into every soft 
gradation of tint and shade, offer a pleasing spec- 
tacle to the eye of the admiring observer of nature, 
and give to the philosopher and moraliser a sub- 
ject for the deepest reflection. 

“ The verdure fades, and the sun is faint, 

And the woodland pride is brown and sere, 

And the chilling winds, with mournful plaint 
Like strains that soothe some dying saint, 

Chaunt the dirge of the closing year. 

To warn us that our end is near : 

We pass like shades,— for our term is brief, 

And we fall to the earth like the falling leaf,” 

The weather about this month is sometimes ex- 
tremely misty, with a perfect calm. Hoar frosts 
are common, and the mornings and evenings chilly. 
Now the year has reached its grand climacteric, 
and is fast falling into the “ sere and yellow-leaf. 5 ' 
Every day a flower drops out of the wreath that 
binds its brow, not to be renewed. Every hour 
the sun looks more and more askance upon it, and 
the winds, those summer flatterers come to us less 
fawningly. Every breath shakes down showers of 
its leafy attire, leaving it gradually barer and barer 
for the blasts of winter to blow through it. 


